all his blood suddenly rush to his heart and he collapsed on the
folding seat like a man disjointed.

The make-believe police officia' mopped his tonsure-shaped
bald spot, considered his hat with disgust and growled,

"Dim- kind of job!"

"Felix, no matter how much you hate derbies you'll have to
put it back on again just the same," said Gerbier absently.

"I know it," Felix growled, "but only when we stop/'

Paul Dounat thought to himself, "That's when they'll kill me."

He formulated this thought with indifference* He was no longer
afraid. The first shock had drained him of all living emotion. As
always, the moment he no longer had any choice he resigned
himself to the worst with a strange docility and ease. Only he
would have liked to drink something strong. His veins seemed to
him quite hollow.

"Look at him," said Felix to Gerbier. "He's the one who sold
you out, all right, you and Zephyr and the radio man."

Gerbier agreed with a slight movement of his eyelids, He didn't
feel like talking. He didn't feel like thinking. Everything was made
obvious by Paul Dounat's very attitude: treason, and the inner
mechanism of this treason. Dounat had been brought into the
resistance by his mistress. As long as she had been able to animate
him Dounat had shown himself useful, intelligent and courageous.
When Frangoise was arrested, he had continued to act out of
inertia. Caught in turn, but quickly released, he had become the
instrument of the police.

"We should have stopped using him when Frangoise dis-
appeared," said Gerbier. "That was a mistake. But we have so
few people and so much to do."

Gerbier lit a cigarette. Through the smoke Dounat appeared
to him even vaguer and more insubstantial than usual. Good
family, good manners. . . . Pleasant features. ... A small mole in
the middle of his upper lip attracted attention to his mouth, which
was well-shaped and soft. His face was smooth, without sharp
ridges and ended in an indeterminate, rather full chin.

"Obviously defective will-power," thought Gerbier absently.
"He needs someone to make up his mind for him. Frangoise, the
police, and now us ... for underground activity, the role of
informer, death."

40